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of their silk saris add their quota of colour and of
gleam.

Palace peons, in old-world picturesque costume, bear,
a few feet apart, standard electric lamps, lily-shaped.
Round and across the lake stretch lines of coloured bulbs.
The wooded banks are packed with people. Only those
who have seen it can imagine the colourful charm of this
Mysore crowd, as it sits among and under the flowering
shrubs, on the branches of pipal, tamarind and wild olive
trees; each family with its few coloured lights, its cheap
fireworks, which from time to time light up the scene with
sudden gleams and lingering lights; weird yet loyely
fantasies of colour and alternate gloom; and more
beautiful still is the following smoke, which veils in
misty blue and tender grace trees, boulders and crowds.
And slowly the sky darkens to deepest indigo.

Until His Highness appears in the specially-erected
silken pavilion on the west, the light of a moon just past
the full, a few lamps, a few fireworks, 'gleams amid
the scented gloom', reflected in the water's depths,
suggest rather than display a structure (vessel, chariot or
shrine ?) resting on the lake. The Maharaja appears, and
instantly a thousand lights reveal a decorated raft. It
rests on four enormous white swans; swans lavishly
decked with garlands of flowers and chains of gems,
with gilded beaks and ruby eyes. In the centre of the
raft is a shrine, on the shrine the goddess Chamundesvari,
a blaze of jewels in a nest of flowers.

Attendant priests stand at the corners. The lights are
manipulated from a main switch; those on the raft and
those around the lake-side are raised and lowered with
striking effect, as, propelled by unseen agency, the stately
vessel sails very quietly, very slowly, round the lake.